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business; sometimes maybe he would return elated,
at others mortified, for there must be triumphs and
grievous losses even in this matter of pursuing phan-
toms. Then, in the evening, his crook laid aside,
perhaps he would make plans for the next day; but
what such plans could be, no man can imagine, for
they must be dreams within a dream and shadows of
a shadow. So he would pass his time, hurting no man,
his life, like that of all such quaint fellows, only
marred by loneliness. Nor would he lack a companion,
supposing his present whimsy holds, if I had my way;
for somewhere in a large and dirty city there is a
sheepdog that I once knew, a dog that had never
known the life it was meant to lead, never seen the
hills with the sheep scattered upon them, and yet, in
the yard of a warehouse, it spent its days herding in-
visible sheep, running round bales and barking furi-
ously at barrels. Were that dog mine, the crazy shep-
herd should have him, so that the two might walk the
streets together, happily pursuing their mythical flocks
and otherwise busying themselves in their dream-
pastures.

The maggots of the brain are not to be enumerated
and labelled: what led this harmless fellow to such
fantasies, no man can know. Perhaps after the sudden
stroke of fortune sent his wits wandering he had been
mastered by some old thought, some half-forgotten
protest against the drab formlessness of labour in our
day, against the absence of any marks of distinction
between men of one trade and men of another; he had